NINETEEN-FOURTEEN
promise of reform and a pledge to enlist in my
battalion when once recruiting for the Ulster Divi-
sion starts, the court being cleared in order that
publicity should not be given to this disgraceful
performance, attributable, no doubt, to the stupid
man himself but also to the drink he had been
taking. The pleasant sequel to this Incident Is
yet to come. Grant did not go to the war? being
too old; but he served under me as a sergeant faith-
fully and well till our time came to go down to the
sea in ships, and subsequently carried on the torch
of sobriety and all that goes with it, in a reserve
battalion, till the cease-fire sounded. He never
looked back again.
Stories in the meantime keep drifting back to
Ulster from France, through the mouths of wounded
men, and I have great difficulty In restraining the
most war-loving, and therefore the most valuable of
my West Belfasters from joining up at Victoria
Barracks. The great feats of valour of the Irish
Regiments on the field of honour do more to stimu-
late martial desire than any recruiting orator or
poster could hope to do. It is history repeating
itself. Colenso and the Tugela, Lady smith and its
relief are still fresh in our minds only fourteen
years ago,
'What are these politicians doing?' I hear on every
side! Ulster is rising from her orange-coloured gas
27